90                        ONE  MAN*S  INDIA
any other Englishman going by train was
not made somewhat anxious by the
prospect of an Indian fellow traveller. It
was no question of colour prejudice or
racial arrogance, as it was so often made
out to be by the worst sort of tourist or
stay-at-home Friend of India. If you
were going to be together for twenty-four
hours or so you were both going to use
the sanitary convenience attached to your
compartment, and, to put things very
mildly, a proportion of Indian travellers
used it otherwise than we of the West.
Then there were those, in their own
place no doubt excellent citizens, who
chewed betel-nut and squirted the red
juice on the floor of the carriage. Again,
there were those who made themselves
almost entirely nude, and offered to un-
enthusiastic Western eyes the spectacle of
perspiration coursing over their bodies.
And, for a few specially luckless white
travellers, there could be a companion of
that sect which holds it wrong to destroy
any animal life whatsoever, and at night